X's son, who was playing in the room, glanced into the street.
'It's nothing/' he said to me. "The Kommandant of the region
conies to the corner bistro every Sunday. He thinks they have
the best brandy in the region. If you just look a Ktde you'll have
a good laugh. We'll spy together." The child had a secretive air.
At the end of an hour I saw the Kommandant go out into the
vard of the cafe and roll in a pile of manure. "That isn't the
Boche," the boy told me then triumphantly. "This is what hap-
pens. The Kommandant drinks a bottle of brandy. When he is
good and drunk he insists on changing clothes with the bistro-
keeper. And the disgusted bistro-keeper goes and dirties the Boche
uniform in the manure." The child was laughing inaudibly, and
at first I did likewise. But then I began to wonder if at heart the
Kommandant did not hate his uniform and if, liberated by the
influence of alcohol, he was not simply resorting to a proxy to
have it covered with filth.

The sensibility of the Germans sometimes manifests itself in
the oddest roundabout ways.

A young nurse whom I knew was assigned to care for a captain
of the S.S. He paid assiduous court to her, which made the girl
furious. "I like to see you angry," said the S.S., "it makes you
even prettier."

"That's not hard," the nurse answered, "all I have to do is
look at a Boche." And the captain was enchanted. But often he
would say,

"I should like to be a preacher whose power with words was
irresistible and have all the French at my feet. And you would
embrace my knees."

I don't know quite what to make of this. The fanaticism of
sheer brutality? Thirst to dominate and be loved at the same
time? Masochism? Spiritual sadism?

Lemasque has been transferred to another prison* There he
found one of our comrades who is In very bad shape from the
questioning he has undergone. Mathilde had organised a rescue by
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